ITALIAN   AMERICANS

We presently reached 198 Grand Street, Mario
Ristaino's restaurant, and when we went In I didn't
think much of it because it seemed commonplace, with
commonplace waiters and clients. But Gino kept right
on going, through the dining-room, then up a couple
of steps past the cashier's desk, through another door
into a big room that made me think I was back in
Rome or Milan. It was full of Italian-American police
lieutenants, detectives off duty, bankers and doctors,
business men, priests and nuns, potted palms and
tables where groups had lunched and were now play-
ing cards. The elder Ristaino had died a few years
ago, but we were welcomed by his robust son, who
had hair like a seal and big, dark eyes, very handsome.
Gino took me to the " round-table," which was long
and rectangular, where the journalists and bankers
congregated. It wasn't far from where the nuns were
lunching, four of them at a table, and doing them-
selves very well indeed. They were in pointed hats,
black robes, of fine, expensive material, and were
obviously ladies. They turned out to be Sisters of the
Immaculate Heart of Mary from Scranton, Pennsyl-
vania. At our own table I was introduced all round
and kidded. This was a mid-week working day, and
they drank no wine at all, which I thought was in-
teresting. They were all wine-drinkers, they said, and
drank on holidays and always with their dinners in the
evening. They ate rather abstemiously, and, remem-
bering the enormous luncheons with wine which
prosperous gentlemen of this sort eat habitually in
Italy, I thought it was an interesting concession to the